Jeanne Rouves had gained the street: dawn was
breaking and she did not know which way to turn,
where to go, what shelter to seek, so racked with terror
and despair now that her anguish infected even him
who had inflicted it upon her. . . . Which was reality ?
And who, for that, was he? Lost in this uncertain
flux of time and space he sought himself and sought
in vain. He could not fathom the living mystery of
that self that is a mere point of consciousness cease-
lessly undergoing change, ceaselessly modified by that
unnamed   something   whose   conflicting   elements   it
seems the task of our destiny to isolate; but the sense
of Ms own individuality returned in full force when it
came to suffering. That indeed is the only human
certitude, which no one can deny, which, far from
revealing us to ourselves, only thrusts us more upon
ourselves, and which, stronger than life itself (whose
enchantments man can rebuff), is the pin that holds
conscience in its painful and humble place. All that he
had suffered, all that he was still suffering, all that
to-morrow he must yet suffer, was merged together
into one single suffering in which innumerable groans
were drowned. To feed this fiery furnace he cast into
it pell-mell all his doubts, his hesitations, his remorse,
his self-disgust and despair of others, his hatred and
pity of life. Such dark clouds of smoke wreathed up
as nearly blinded him and made him think all light
had gone for ever from the world; but suddenly, in a
flash, without warning, in the appointed heart of such
179